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' We're not going to the Ritz/ Lilian remarked.
1 We may be,5 he said.   'Who knows?'

As they came down to the boat, a gust of wind distended the sail,
and its sides curled round, embracing the air like a shroud.

'Mayn't I come?' Paul asked. In the moonlight his face was
tense and gibbous. Lilian glanced uneasily at him. 'We can't
leave you behind, I suppose. What are you so excited about, any-
way?'

sOh, nothing/ he told her, dancing on one leg,^ 'But I think it's
a beautiful idea.' He saw that Philippa had seated herself at the
tiller. 'Are you going to steer, then? Do you know how?'

'Of course I do.' Philippa cupped her hands over her mouth
and gave a low whistle. 'All aboard for Ararat! Jump in before
it's too late!'

'Too late for what?' Paul asked, hastily clambering over the side.

Philippa contorted her face into a droll, ugly expression of fear.
'The parents are coming,' she said. 'Can't you hear their footsteps?
Tramp, tramp, tramp-----3

'Why do you always try out your witticisms on Paul?' Harry in-
terrupted coldly. 'Are you frightened we shouldn't appreciate them?'

Til ask Paul which he chooses.' Philippa tapped him on the
shoulder. 'My sense of humour or their beastly conversations?
You've sampled both.'

'Can't I go on with both?' Paul inquired guardedly. 'But has she
a sense of humour?' he continued, turning to Harry. * I didn't hear
anything fanny.7

Lilian smiled. 'Out of the mouths of babes and sucklings. Poor
Philippa!' She followed Harry into the boat, and settled herself
beneath the sail, drawing a towel round her shoulders. 'I believe
it's going to get chilly.'

'There should be quite a swell out at sea,' Philippa observed. 'I
hope you're not sick? The wind------'

'If it's rough, we'll have to turn back, that's all. I'm not going
to get drenched.*

'Is it bad for the figure?' Philippa asked sympathetically. 'You
must be very careful, then.' She looked round. 'Are we all ready?'

Nobody answered.

'We're away, then I' she called, fluttering a handkerchief.

They set sail.

As they entered the channel, Harry lay down on his back in the
centre of the boat, resting his head on his arms. The sail shadowed
one side of his face; moonlight avoided the other, but his features
showed up darkly, motionless and impassive. His feet touched